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went over to Yegor, who greeted her by sticking out his
tongue. The doctor turned round.
"Ah, Nilovna! Hullo! What's that you have in your
hand?"
"Books, I suppose," put in Yegor.
"He mustn't read," said the little doctor.
"He. wants to turn me into an idiot!" complained the
patient.
A bubbling and wheezing sound came from inside his
chest as he breathed in short gasps. His face was covered
with tiny drops of perspiration, and it cost him great effort
to lift his hand to wipe his brow. The strange immobility
of his puffy cheeks turned his broad kind face into a life-
less mask. Only his eyes, deep-sunk in swelling, looked
out with a clear, condescending smile.
"Hey you, Aesculapius, I'm tired. May I lie down?"
"No, you may not," answered the doctor curtly.
"Weil, I will, the minute you go out!"
>"Don't let him, Nilovna!   Fluff up his  pillows.  And
please don't let him talk, it's very harmful."
The mother nodded and the doctor went out with short,
quick steps. Yegor threw back his head, closed his eyes,
and became motionless except for the twitching of his fin-
gers. The white walls cf the. little room were cold and
depressing. Through the large window could be seen the
curly tops of the limes, with spots of yellow among their
dark, dusty leaves—the chill touch of autumn.
"Death is claiming me slowly and reluctantly," said
Yegor without opening his eyep. "She seems to feel sorry
for me—I was always so easy to get on with!"
"Do stop talking, Yegor Ivanovich/' begged the mother
as she gently stroked his hand.
"I will-soon--"
With a great effort he went on, gasping for breath
and interrupting himself v/ith long pauses.
"It's splendid that you're with us—so pleasant to see
your face* I sometimes wonder ... what will happen to
you. It's a pity to think that you—like all the rest—must

